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sense of suspended triumph before a dim doorway; the dim-
mest that ever thought it had a light and was ready for guests,
And we ate in a dim dining-room with a dark and spook)
wall-paper; the one bright thing about that meal being the
retreat of a tall and grizzled spinster in black who rose,
clutching her bottle of Evian water (she had just corked it
with care), and sending at the headwaiter as she walked ofl
a glance of purest malevolence. . . .
Here you are, Verona; nice gay Verona ... and the great
Diocletian wall, whose rough projectings, remote though they
are in the ages-and rounding tremendously away into Ver-
ona's darkness-were touched with a present prettiness of the
square's orange glow; Italy, thank heaven, not being given
to sky-signs that nullify and disperse the charm and mystery
of night.
But both of us were tired; Verona's evening air grew chilly,
cafe's and sirops (except in Venice) do not allure us, and we
had had one of those wandering, fresh-air days that all too
early put a timber on one's eyelids. . . . After all we were
in Verona chiefly to sleep; the lakes, tomorrow, were the
thing. After trying our best to stay up a while and be amused,
back into the welcome darkness we went; and slept late next
morning, and didn't write a note.